EPYTAPHES.

f[ An Epytaphe of the Lorde
Sheffeldes death.

Hen Brutyfh broyle, and rage of war

in Clownyih harts began
When Tigres floute, in Tanners bonde

vnmuiled all they ran,
The Noble Sheffeyld Lord by byrth

and of a courage good,
By clubbilh hands, of crabbed Clowns

there fpent his Noble blud.
His noble byrth auayled not,

his honor all was vayne,
Amyd the preafe, of Maflye Curres,

the valyant Lorde was flayne.
And after fuche a forte (O ruth,)
that who can teares fuppreffe.
To thynke yat Dunghyll Dogs Ihuld dawnt

the Floure of worthynes.
Whyle as the rauenyng Wolues he prayed

his gylteles lyfe to faue.
A bluddy Butcher byg and blunt,

a vyle vnweldy knaue
With beaflly blow of boyflerous byll

at hym (6 Lorde) let drytie,
And clefte his head, and fayd therwith

fhalt thou be lefte alyue ?
O Lorde that I had prefent ben,

and Hectors force withall,
Before that from his Carlyfh hands,

the cruell Byll dyd fall.
Then fhulde that peafaunt vyle haue felt

the clap vpon his Crowne,
Then fliuld haue dazed his dogged hart
from dryuyng Lordes adowne.